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upon it." He laughed, and then he added In
Russian, "The welfare of thee, Iran, is the wel-
fare of me, Abdul!"

So Zhilin lived like this for a month. In the
daytime he went ahout the village, or made all
sorts of things with his hands; and when night
came, and all was silent in the village, he began
digging inside his outhouse. Digging was diffi-
cult because of the rock, but he fretted away the
rock with a file, and dug a hole under the wall,
through which, at the proper time, he meant to
crawL

"If only I knew the place fairly well," he said
to himself; "if only I knew in which direction
to go. But the Tatars never give themselves
away.1*

One day he chose a time when his master had
gone away, and after dinner he went up the
mountain behind the village, wanting to survey
the whole place from there. But when his mas-
ter went away he had commanded a lad to follow
Zhilin wherever he went and not lose sight of
him. So the youngster ran after Zhilin, and
cried, "Don't go! Father didn't tell you to. I'll
call the people this instant!"

Zhilin set about persuading him.

"I'm not going far/' said he; "I only want to